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" But won't the Reds catch us ? "
" We must be ready to move on at any moment. ... I
was thinking. ... I thought of taking Aksinia Astakhova
with me. You don't mind, I suppose ? "
" What's it to do with me ? You can take a couple oX
Aksinias if you like. . . . It'll be rather a lot for the horses v
" She's not very heavy."                                           tti
" It's awkward travelling with women. . , . And what the
cholera is she yielding to you for ? As if we wouldn't have
enough trouble without her ! " Prokhor sighed. With eyes
averted, he added : " I knew you'd be dragging her about
with you ! You're always acting the husband ! Ah, Gregor
Pantalievich, the knout's long been weeping bitter tears
for you ! "
" That's nothing to do with you," Gregor said cpldly.
" Don't go gabbling to your wife about it."
" Have I ever gabbled to her about it ? You ought to,,
know me better ! But who is she going to leave her house^
with ? "                                                                         *
They heard steps in the porch. Prokhor's wife entered.
Snow was sparkling on her fluffy grey kerchief.
"A blizzard ? " Prokhor took glasses from the cupboard,
and only then thought of asking; " But did you bring
anything ? "
His crimson-cheeked wife took two steaming bottles from
her breast, and set them on the table.
" Well, now we'll be able to see the road ! " Prokhor said
cheerfully. He sniffed at the vodka, and pronounced:
" First rate ! And as strong as the devil! "                    ^
Gregor drank two small glasses of vodka, then pleadeH
that he was tired, and went home.